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spoke Chinese, a fair measure of naval architecture.
He could discuss ships' models as some men would
Greek drama. He would enter into the compara-
tive merits of rig suitable for small cruising craft
with a peculiarity which, now and then, gave me
a feeling almost akin to alarm ; because in a man
of Pascoe's years this fond insistence on the best
furniture for one's own little ship went beyond
fair interest, and became the day-dreaming of
romantic and rebellious youth. At that point
he was beyond my depth. I had forgotten long
. ago, though but half Pascoe's age, what my ship
was to be like, when I got her at last. Knowing
she would never be seen at her moorings, I had,
in a manner of speaking, posted her as a missing
ship.

One day I met at his door the barge-builder
into whose cavernous loft I had stumbled on my
first visit to Pascoe. He said it was a fine
afternoon. He invited me in to inspect a figure-
head he had purchased. " How's the old 'un ? "
he asked, jerking a thumb towards the bootmaker's.
Then, with some amused winking and crafty
tilting of his chin, he signed to me to follow him
along his loft. He led me clean through the port-